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S. BERNARD'S Viſion: Or, 


A brief Diſcourſe ( D.alogue-wiſe) between the ſoul and body of a damned man, neivly deanaſed 
laying the faults one upon the other: with a ſpceeh of the devils in hel, F Geral, 
To the Tune of, Flying fame, : 


AS J lay flumbzing in my bed one night, 

A fearful villon did me loze affright, 
Pethotight J ſaw a ſoul departed late, 
By it the bodp in a pooꝛ effate. 


Wailing with fghs, the ſoul aloud did cry, 

Upon the body in the Coffin by: 

And thus the ſoul to it did make her moan, 

With grievous ſobs, and many a bitter groan, 
The ſoul ſpexketh, 

@ finful ficſh, which now lo low doth lie, 

Whom yeſterday the wozld eſteem'o ſo high, 

It was but yeſterday the wozld was thine, 

The Sun is ſet which peſterday did ſhine. 

Where is thy train that did attend on thee, 

WUithere is thy mirth, where is thy jollity? 

whore are thy ſumptuous buildings x (by treaſure? 

Thy pleaſant walks wherein thou tookeft pleaſure. 

Gone is thy train, thy mirth to mourning turn'd, 

£ hou in a Coffin, in a ſh2ine art urn'd : 

Foz thy rich cloaths thou haff a winding-ſheet, 

thy bigh-butlt roof now with thy mouth doth meet. 

But J pooz ſoul was kram'd a noble creature, 

In likeneſs to mp God, of heavenly feature, 

But by thy An while we on earth above, 

am made fouler then a loathſom Toad. 

O wzetched fleſh with me that art fozlozn, 

That well may wich thu never hadft been bozn: 

Thou wouldeft never to anp one agree, 

Foz which we evermoze ſhall damned be. 


A am, and muſt fo2 ever be in pain, 


o tongue can tell the toꝛments J ſuZain, 
ut thou and J we muſk deſcend to hell, 


Nuhert we in kreing flames mut ever dwell, 


— 
* {> 5 — — ern as a 
* 


t was thy pride, dereſt, and lurur r 


Path bꝛought theſe toꝛments boch on me and thees 
thy wikt, thy childzen, kriends whom chou didit truſt 
Do [oat thy carcaſs lying in the duſt, 

The book of God, which is both true and ſure, 
UUitneſs at large what lnners ſhall endure ; 
Thou that within the bed of earth art laid, 

Ariſe, and anſwer tothe wozds J laid. 


The Body fpeaketh, 
J knowty thee well mp ſoul which from me fled, 
Which lekt my body ſenceleſs, cold, and dead, 
Ceaſe thou to ſap the fault was all in me, 
KWhen 3 will pꝛo de the fault was moſt in thee, 
Thou ſap'ſt that J hade led thee oft aftray, 
And from well-doing dzawn thee quite awap : 
But if the fleſh the ſpirits power can move, 
The fault is thine as J will plainly pꝛods. 
God pou do know created you moſt fair, 
And of ccleſtial knowledge gave you ſhare : 
J was pour ſervant, fram'd of earth and clap, 
ou to command, and J foz to obep. 
"Twas in your power foz ts reſtrain my will, 
And not to let me do theſe things were ill: 
The bodies wozks are from the ſoul derived, 
And by the ſoul the body hould be guided, 
The rod of it ſelf no til hath known, 
Ik I did what thou did e, the guilt# thine own; 
Foz without thee, the body refteth dead, 
The ſoul commands, it reits upon thy head. 
So lo conclude, thy guilt execedeth mine, 
O how the wozms do tare me in mp ſhꝛine; 
And therefoze fare thee well pooz Enful ſoul, 


Thy 6reſpaſles paſs wine, thopgh they are foul; 
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Tr,hkue Soul fpeaketh, . 
Falſe leb remember Dives was denay d, 

When fo2 one dzop of water he ſo pꝛapꝰd: 


I Thy queftſon, ſenceleſs bodp, wanteth reaſon? 


Redemptſon now is hopeleſs, out of ſeaſon. 


Uile body go, and rot in bed ot tlas, 
Until the great and general judgement dap: 
Then alt thou riſe, and be with me condemn'd, 
Lo Hells het lake fox ever without end, 


So fare thee well J will no longer Ray, 
Hark how the Sends of Hill call me away: 
T he loſs of yeavenly joys tozmenteth me, 
Poꝛe then all foxtures that in Hell can be. 

| The Devil ſpeaketh. 

Ho, are you come, whom we expected long # 
Now we will make you ſing another ſong : 
Howling and yelling ſtill ſhall be your note, 


Such horror we do on our ſervants load, | 


Ne thou art worſe then is the crawling toad: 
len thouſand tor ments thou ſhalt now abi.ic, 
When thou in flaming Sulphre ſhalt be fry d. 


Thou art a Souldier of our Camp enroul'd, 


1 3 1 Never henceferth ſhalt thou the light behofd : 


The Soul fpeaketh, 


Was fooliſh, idle, vain, and full of ffrife ; 
Though of th ſubſtante thou did ſpeak co me, 
A doeonfefs I ould have bzidled thee. 


But thou thꝛaugh love of pleaſure foul and ill, 
till me reũſted. and would have thy will: 
When J would thee, G dody da be controut'd, 
Scraight the wozlds banitics did me withhold. 
So thou of me didtk gain the upper hand, 
Inchzalling me in wozldlp pleafurcs band: 

That thou and J eternal Gall be dzown'd 

in hell, when glotious ſatats in heaven are crow'nd 


But flattering fancy did thy mind ſo pleaſe, 
Thou never thought ſt to dye fill death did ceaſe 2 
This was thy fault, and tur ed was our fate, 
Which we repent, but now, alas too late. 


The body ſpeaketh. 
O now A weep, being ſcourg' d with mine own rod, 
Ale both ſkand guilty foze the face of God: 
Both are in fault, and pet not cqually, 
Che grrateſt burthen, ſoul, on t het doth lys. 


No wit ſo mean, but this foz truth it knows, 
That where moſt gilfz of vertue God beffows : 
There is moſt due, and ought repaped be, 

And unto this there's rone but will ag. ee. 

But fooliſhlp ttou yicldeft unto me, 

And ts my vain deſtres didit ſoon agree: 

But oh, J knew not at the latter hour, 

But thou and J ſhall find a death moſt ſure, 


J greatly fear an everlaſting fire, 

et one thing moze I do of thee dellte: 

| thou becn pet among the ficndsof Yell, 
Js no hopes left that we with Chu may dwell - 


2 


Princgd for F. cen, T. Vere, Wright, ind Clarke ly. Thackeray, and T. Paſſinger- 


Df wzetched lech which in the time of life, 


| 


The pa ns prepar'd for thee no tongue can cell, 


Welcome, O welcome, to the pit of Hell. 
| The Writer ſpeaketh, 

At this the groaning ſoul div weep mot ſoꝛe, 
And then the frends with joy did laugh and roar 2 
thoſe devils did leem moꝛe black then pitch oz night 
Urhoſe hozrid apes did ſozely me affcight. 
Sharp fteeled fo:ks each fn heir hands did beer, 
Tusked their teeth like crooked mattocks were 
Fire and bzimſtone then they bzeached out, 
And from their noffrils Snakes tzawl'd all about. 
Foul filthy hozns on their blatk bzows they woze, 
Their nails were like the tuſhes of a Boar ; 
Thoſe fiends faft bound this wꝛetched ſoul, 

And d2ag'o bim in, who grievouſty did howl. 


Then fraſght methought appeared in my ſigbt, 
A braut lous poung-tman cioatted al in white: 
Dis face did ſhine moſt glozious to beholdz,., 
Wings like the Rain-bow, and hig heir like gold. 
With a ſweet boite, AN hail, all hail: guoth he, 
Ariſe and wzite what here thou now doft ſee; 

Polt heavenly muſtck ſeemed then to play, 

And in a cloud he vaniſht quite away. 

Awaking ftraight, I took my pen in hand, 
To wiite thoſe lines the young-man did command, 
And ſo abꝛoad into the wo1ld it ſent, 

That each good Chziftian may fn time repent. 


Then let us fear the L02d both night and day, 


Pꝛeſerbe our ſouls and bodies we thee p2ay :- 
God grant we mayſo run this moꝛtal rate. 
Chat we in heaven may habe a re?ing-place. 
Pzeſerve the King, the Queen, and Pzogen;, 
The Clergy, Counſel, and Notility : 
Pzrſerve cur ſoul and bodies A thee Rap, 
Amen, with me let - 12 C hꝛiſtians lay, 


